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Little did these two women know howr far from the truth they were.
It was a corridor train and so we went into the next carriage, but we
heard their voices high and pungent in agreement. In spite of the high
purposes for which men and women were giving their lives, the individual
mind seemed to be contracting into littleness.
When we came to Ayot our cat came forward to greet us. Though
we were always away for the whole week she was always ready to
welcome us by coming along the lane in our direction, often a mile away
from home.
It was during one of these week-ends that a call on the telephone
informed us that the worst had happened. Charlotte had died.
We were away when he returned to Ayot St. Lawrence. We were
kept away for over a month on end and when we returned I called on
G.B.S. late one evening. He was delighted to see me. He drew a chair
to the fireside and bade me sit down.
"Charlotte's chair," he said.
He was correcting proofs for his forthcoming book and he thought
of nothing else it seemed.
"I am having an edition of eighty thousand for which I must do all
the paying, and I don't suppose eight copies will sell, if that. Will my
book manage to compete with war news, greyhounds and the wireless ?
Young people go to the cinema as a matter of course and won't settle
down to read my book, a completely dull and analytical book. You
mustn't expect anything new in it, it is all a repeat of all the things I have
said in my other books the last fifty years. It is very difficult to say any-
thing new when you find that everything repeats itself. There is Hitler
walking into the Russian winter just as Napoleon did."
All this time the wireless was on, programmes changing from talk to
crooning, and neither of us paying the least heed, the fire was gradually
turning to ash and the proof galleys were lying around on the floor by
his chair. He sat in his wing armchair, bolt upright in his black suit and
white shirt, his beard well trimmed and his hair short and well brushed.
Though G.B.S. made a point of changing every evening for dinner, he
never had anybody to dinner. Suddenly he turned to switch off the wire-
less and turned to me:
"Where have you been all this time? Why have you been avoiding